CHAPTER Ill—Continued.
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It 18 extremely doubtful If a plains-
man would Gnve poesessed this knowl-
edge. But a plainsman has not the
knowledge of life ltself that the moun-
talneer has, slinply becausé he does
not #ee it In the raw. And he has not
half the Intimnte knowledge of death,
un  absolute regolsite of self-com-
posure, The mountalneer knows life
In Its simple phases with little tradl-
tlon or convention to blur the vislon,
Death Is o very Intimate pcqualntance
that ruay be met In any snowdrift, on
uny rocky trall; and these conditions
ute very dendly to any delusions that
he hus In regard to hhoself, He ac
guires un ability to see just where he
wtnnds, and of course that means seif-
possession. This quality had something
to do with the remarknble record thal
the mountaln men, such as that wng-
nificent warrlor from Tennesses, mnde
In the Inte war,

Cranston knew exactly what Soow-
bird would do. Although of a higher
order, she wus g mountnin creature,
even s himself, Bhe meant exactly
what she sald, If he hadn't climbed
from Dan's prone body, she would
have shot quickly and very stralght. If
he tried to attack either of themn now,
her finger would press back before he
could blink un eye, nnd she wouldn't
weep nny hysterieal tenrts over his
tdend body, If he kept his distance,
ehe wouldn't shoot at all, He meant
to keep Wis digtapce, DBut he did know
that he could Ipsult her without dans
Eer to himself, And by now als lips
bad nequired thelr old eurl of scorn.

T go, Spowhird,” he sald, *“I'll
ledve you with your sizsy, But I guess
you enw whuat 1 did to him--in 1wo
minutes.”

"1 saw. But you
he's slek.” Now go”

“If he's slek, let him stay In bed—
and hnve a wet nurse,
be that.”

The liis drooped halfway over her
gray eves, and the sllm finger curied
more tightly abhout the trigger.
I wish 1 could shoot you, Bert!" she
sald. She dido’t whisper it, or hiss It,
or hurl it, or do any of the things most
people are supposed to do In moments
of violent emotlon. She simply sald
I, nnd her meaning wns all the
clienroer,

“But you ean't. And I'l pound that
milk-sop of yours to a Jelly every time
1 see him. 1'd think, Spowbird, thuat
you'd wunt & man."

He sinrted up the trall: and then
phe did n strange thing, “He's more of
n man than you are, right ncw, Bert,*
sghe told him. “He'll prove it some
dny.” Then her nrm went about Dan's
neck and lfted his head upon her
hreast; and In Cranston’s plaln sight,
khe bent and kissed him, softly, on
the lipa

Cranston’s nnswer was an onth, It
dripped from his lips, more polsonays,
more moallclous than the venom of n
snnke, His fentures seemed to tight-
en, the dark Nips drew away from his
teeth, No words conld bave made
him such an effective answer ns thils
Httle action of hers. And as he turned
up the trall, he called down to her
# name—that most dreadful eplthet
thut foul tongues have always used
to women held in greatest scorn.

Dan struggied in bher arms. The
kisa on his lips, the instant before,
had not enlled him eut of his haif-
conkclousness, It had seareely seemed
real, rather Just nn Incldent In a bliss-
ful dream, But the word called down
the trall shot oul clear and vivid from
the, sllence, Just as o physiclan's face
will often leap from the darkness af-
ter the anesthesin. SBomething Infinite-
ly warm and tender was holding him,
pressing him back agalnst a holy place
that throbbed and gave him lfe and
strength; Lut he knew that this word
had to be answered. And only actlons,
not other words, could he its payment,
All the volees of hix body ealled to
him to e sthi, but the volees of the
spirit, those higher, nobler promptings
from which mo mnn, to the glory of
the breed from which he sprung, ean
ever quite escape, were stronger yet,
He tugged upward, straining, But he
dldn't éven have the strength to break
the hold that the soft arm had sbout
hig neck,

“Oh, it 1 could only pull the trigs
ger!® she was erylog. “If 1 could
onls kI hiwm—"

Tat me” he pleaded
the pistol. I'n kN him--"

And be would. There was no filnch-
Ing In the gray eyes that looked up
to ber. Bhe leaned forward, as If to
put the weapon In his hands, but at
once drew It back, And then a ringlo
ool sanght w1 har throst, An Instaut

mnst remember

“Alve me

Inter they heard Cranston's laughter
as he vanished around the turn of the
trail,

For long minutes the two of* them
were still. The girl still held the man's
hend upon her breast, The plstal had
fallen In the pine needles, and her
nervous hand plucked strangely at the
leaves of 0 mountnln Rower, To Dan's
eyes, there was something trancellke,
n hint of paralysis aod insenstbility
about hier posture. He had never seen
her ayes llke this. Tha lght that be
had always beheld in them had van-
Ished. Thelr utter darkoess startied

| him,

He st up stralght, and her arm that
had been about his neck felt at her
flde. He took her hand firmly 1o his
and their eyes met,

“We must go home, Snowbird,"” he
told her aimply. "I'm not so badly
hurt hut that I ean make iIt"

She nodded ; but otherwise searcely
seomed fo henr. Her eyes still flowed
with darkness, And then, before his
own cyes thelr dark puplis began to
econtenct, The hinnd he held Olled and
throbhed wiih lfe, and the fingers
closed around his. She lenned toward
him,

“Listen, Dan,” she gald guickly.
“You heard—didn't you—the last thing
thnt he sald¥

“1 couldn't
bird.”

Her other hand sought for hia,
“Then If yon heard—payment must be
made. You see what [ mean, Dan,
Mayhe you ean't see, knowing the girls
thnt live on the pialns. You were the
enuse of hle saying 1t, and you._ must
npsEwyr

It seemer to Dan that sume sterp
vode of tha hills, unwritten except In
the hearts of thelr ehlldren, Inexorable
ne night, waus speaking throogh ber
This was no personal thing, In

help but hear, Bnow-

Hps,

Maybe you can |

“Oh, |

*] Guess You Baw What | Did to Him.™

some dim, hall-understood way, It
went back to the buerle code of Iife,

“Feople must fight their own Aghts,
up here,” she told hWim. “The laws
of the courts that the plains people
ean appeal to are all too far awny.
There's no one thist can do It, except
you. Not my father. My father can't
fight your battles here, If your honor
Is going to stand, It's up to you, Dan,
You can't pretend that you dido't hear
him, Such as you nre, wenk nnd sick
to be heaten to n pulp In two minutes,
you nlone will have to make M an-
swer for It, [ eame to your ald—and
now youn must come to ming,”

Her fingers no longer clasped his,
Strength had come back to him, and
his Ongers closed down until the blood
went out of hers, but she was wholly
unconsclous of the paln. In reality,
the was conaclous of nothing except
the growing flame In his face. It held
her eyes in passionate fascioation. His
pupils were contracting to lttle bright
dots In the gray Irfses, The Jaw. was
setting, as she hud never seen it be-
fore, .

“Do you think, Bnowbird, that you'd
even have 1o ask me? he demanded.
“Don't you think 1 understand? And
it won™t oe In your defense—only my
own dury.”

“But he i so strong—and you are
8o weak—"

“1 won't be so weak forever, | nev.
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fore. tty now, and you'll see—
oh, Swowbled, wall snd trust me: I
understand everything, It's Iny own
Oght—when you kissed me, and be
eried down that word 1o snger g~
Jenlouky, It put the whole thing on me.
No one else enn make him answer; oo
one else han the right. It's my bosor,
00 ond olee’s, thnt stands or falle™

He Wfted her hand to hia lips and
kimsod It agnin and agalh.

And for the first time he saw the
tears gathertag in her dark eyes, - “But
you fomght here, didn't yoo, Dan?
she asked with pninful Wlowness, “You
didn't pet up your arme—or ATy 1o
run away® I dido't come til he bad
you dome, o T didn't see.” She looked
ot him as If her whole Jeay of life hung
on his answor,

“Fought!. I would have fought ¢
I dled] But that Isn't enough, Snow-
bird. It ten't enough just to fight, In
a case like this, A man's got to winl
I wonld haye died If you hadn't come. |
And that's another debt that T bave
to pay—ounly that debt I owe to you."™

Bhe podded slowly.. The lves of
the mountaln men are not snved by
thelr women without Incurring obligs-
Hon. Bhe attempted no barren de-
nials, Bhe mnde no effort to pretend
he hnd not tnenrred o tremendous debt
when she had come with her plstol, 1t
wns anh unavoldahle fact. A life for
a life ta the code of the mountalns,

“Two things | must do before [ ean
ever dare to die." he told her soberly,
“Oune of thém Is to pny you; the other
In to pay Crauston for the thing he |
fnld; Maybe the chapee will never
come for the firar of the two; only I'N
pray that It will. Maybe It wounld be
kinder to you to pray that 1t wouldn't;
yet 1 pray that it will' Maybo I ean
pay that debt only by Lelng always |
ready, alwavs watching -for a ehance |

m'ﬁw much about Ifving be

to pave you from any dunger, slways |

trying to protect you. You didn't
rome in time to see the Nght . made,
Besldes—I lost, and, Ijttle, else mat-
ters.  And that debt to yoau, can't be
pald untll somgtithe I Aght ngain——fgr
you—and win" Ha’ gasped from his
weakness, but went on bhrapely, “T'N
never be able (o feel ut peace, Snow.
bird, untll T'm tested In the fire before
your eyes! | want to show sou the
things Cranston sald of me are not
true—thnt my courage will stand the
test. .

“It wouldn't be the same, perhaps,
with an FEastern girl. Other things
matter in'the valleys. But .} see how
it Is here; that there s only one
standard for men and by thal stand-
urd they rise or full. Things In the
mountains esre down to the essen- ]
thaln”

He pauvsed and wtruggled for
Etrength to continwe, “And 1 know

menn what It did y

bim, hor oyes full on his, “docs
mean now? ’

“All thnt's worth while In Nfe,
that matters when eversthing s saild
that can be sald, and all ix done that'
oan be duna. And It means, plésse
God, when the debis are pald, that 1
may have yuch a kisa sgain.”

“Not until then” wshe fold bim,
whi In

"Uq::‘t‘i.l ‘l'beu 1 make oath that 1
won't even agk W, or recelve it if you
should give It. It goes too deep, dear
est—and It means too much.” :

This waon thelr pact. Not antil the
debts were pald and her word made
good would those lips he lls again,
There was no need for further worda
Both of them knew, =

In the skien. the gray clonds were
gnthering swiftly, as always in the
monntains, The raindrops wero fall
ing one nnd one. aver the forest, The
sammer wae done, and fall had come
fn earnest,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

“Begpar” Not in Heorew,

One of the proverbs of the old Jews
was, “Whoever brings up a child with-
out n trude brings him wup to steal”
However high o famlly was in soclal
position, It was the hubit of the Jewn
to ténch every hoy to know a trade, as
he might see the dny ivhen it wounld
be necesanry for him to lnbor with his
hinds. Tt wns sought (o give every
mnn the rapieity (o take care of bim-
gelf, #0 thut thers should be ne poor
people In the land, So successfully
was this policy carried out that it has
been wmid 1
fot exint In
that, Ireland! Bear that, [talyl  And
all this sprang. not from climate or
condition, but from the npplication of
the Moarle economy to the edicution
of the prople.~Henry Wurd Beecher.

Ageof the World

The reckoning of time amoeng all na-
tions reaches hack (o practjeally the
same period. * Chinese, ans wnd
Egptians all assume that the earth
was. 50,000 years old before |t counld
have nsgumed the state in which it Ia
now. The oldest book of Chinese an-
nals does net commence Iin historical
record from an eariier time than that
of the Trojan war. Nelthér do the
Indians earty haek their historical age

what you sald te Mm" he weni on.
“Half-unconsclous ns | was, 1 remem-
ber every word, Each word just sesinn
to bum
make every one of them good. You
#ald I am o better man than he, and
sometime It would be proved—and It's
the truth! Maybe fn n month, maybe
In a year. I'm not golog to dlg from
this malady of wine tow, Snowbird.
I've got too mueh to live for—too
muny debta to pay. In the end. 1'1)
prove your words to him.*™

His eyes grew earnest, and the hard
fire went out of them. “It's almost as
It you were a queen. a real queen of
gome great kingdom™ he told her,
tremulous with a great awe that was
steallug over him, as 8 inist steals over

Inte me, Bnowbird, and 'l |

more than 0000 yenrsa ‘According to
seripturnl chronology, In that way of
reckoning i, which sppéars the most
prohable to moxt Wistorians, aimost
| B000 years may be added to the Ine
| diany’ computation.

Anclent History.

Anclent history begina with the first
recorded history snd exiends (o the
fall of the Roman empire, 470 4. D,
including all the listorical events in-
clnded o the Bible. The prehistorie
pertod 18 the perlod about which noth-
Ing Is known, either from (he Bible or
other sources. [t hns no lUmita, and
sclentista, historions and archasolo-
glsts glve varying opinions as to its
probuble extent.

WONDERS OF HUMAN BODY

More Complex and In Greater Har.
mony Than Any Manufacturing
Piant Possible to Imagine
We engineers are apt to .orget that
the human body s the most wonder-
ful work of engineering In the world.
Az a plunt It |y more complex than
the lnrgest works In existence, John
H. Yan Deventer tés in Industrigl
Muanagement, Ty @ digestive tract,
the lymphatic system, the framework
of boues, the lopumerable muscle
motors, the co-ordinating functiona
performed by the Nved, kidneys mund
other Internal organs. And t0 go a
wtep further, take Ihe sensory depart.
ments. How about the wanderful op-
tical plant in which eolored moving
pletures are instantanevisly taken
and developed - How about the phovo-

reproduced? And the sense of touch
so delicafe that the fAngers
trolped to feel flat apols om
ball which are nol Agparent
eye?! Think of the thouwssands of Muve.

tlons performed slmuliancously, the

| routine ones nutomatically and those
requiring judgment belng eared for at
the same thine through other channels,
You will agree with me surely that
the body contains the meost slaborute
organizations ever Instalied in any
plant; that Its component parts are
expmples of u finer kind of design than
we will ever approximatle and that the
functions aod thelr relatlons are co-
ordihnted more smoothly than we will
ever be shle o srrange human rela
tions,

Now "Who's Who*

That serious blogrmphical work with
the seml-humorous title, “Who's Who,"
which has begn published In Fugland
annunlly more than o score of years
Is to have & cowmpanios volume, or
compendlum, entitled “Who Wasn Whe,
18971918, which will contaln the bl.
ographles, taken fram “Who Who" of
people who have dled during tho (wen
1y years covered by the volome.~The
Outlook.
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With Gas

“I have been awful sick with ::;
writes ‘Mra, W, H Person,
::.wc Is all | cam-gtt (o giveime

u'ldll.l!)kl‘::! gus  on  the M.c:
) up and
Lﬂ.h Y ! ;
come back. many other
miseries disappear when the stoma
is right. Don't let sonrness,:
bloating, indigestion snd other stom-
ach lils go on. Take Hatonic
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